









The earth has made another 
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' round; 
‘ Tis New Year’s Day; 
fe let thanks abound. 


The crescent Abib, 
Spring’s new moon, 
Proclaims another year 


in bloom. 











This is the moon that Israel’s 
band 

Came forth from Egypt’s 
heathen land; 

And God has said, s 
“This month shall be | 


‘f Beginning of the year to thee.” , 4i° 
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One Solitary Life 


“Here is a young man born in an obscure village, the child 
of a peasant woman. He grew up in another village. He 
worked in a carpenter shop until He was 30, and then for 
three years He was an itinerant preacher. He never wrote a 
book. He never held an office. He never owned a home. 
He never had a family. He never went to college. He never 
put His foot inside a big city. He never traveled 200 miles 
from the place where He was born. He never did one of the 
things that usually accompany greatness. He had no cre- 
dentials but himself. 

“While he was still a young man, the tide of public opinion 
turned against Him. His friends ran away. He was turned 
over to His enemies. He went through the mockery of a trial. 
He was nailed to a cross between two thieves. While He was 
dying, His executioners gambled for the only piece of prop- 
erty He had on earth, and that was His coat. When He was 
dead, He was laid in a borrowed grave through the pity of a 
friend. 

“Nineteen wide centuries have come and gone, and today 
He is the central figure of the human race and the leader 
of the column of progress. 

“I am far within the mark when I say that all the armies 
that ever marched, and all the navies that were ever built, 
and all the parliaments that ever sat, and all the kings that 
ever reigned, put together, have not affected the life of man 
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cAnnouncement 


The next event of significance in the 
spring cluster of events of Bible time, is the 
anniversary of the Passover or night on 
which Jesus met with His disciples to par- 
take of the Last Supper. This occurred on 
the beginning of Abib 13 which falls this 
year on the evening of April 8. The resur- 
rection of the Saviour occurring on Abib 
15th falls on April 11. More about these 
events will be published in our next issue. 


upon this earth as has this One Solitary Life.” 
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Letters 
Glued Fast To Goodness 


Dear Friend: 

I came across the following comment on 
the word “cleave” as used in Rom. 12: 9. 
“Cleave” does not adequately translate the 
Greek Word for us. The original meaning 
was to glue, to cement. Paul advises us to 
identify ourselves inseparably with right- 
eousness. “Glue yourself fast to goodness.” 
As the myriad fingers of the climbing ivy 
cling to the rock, hang on to righteousness 
with all your energies. 

Such exercise and discipline is not simple 
or easy. Apathetic, half hearted endeavor 
will never succeed in the daily routine advo- 
cated by Paul. It takes character and energy 
to “Love without hypocrisy; give preference 
to others; be industrious, glowing in spirit, 
persistent in prayer, be lovingly concerned 
for your persecutors; see to it that your 
life manifests charity, hospitality, sympa- 
thy, humility and generosity.” Yet, though 
it be narrow, it is the only way which leads 
to life. Only he who builds his house on 
this Rock shall stand when the inevitable 
storms strike. Why? Because goodness is 
God’s way. Whoever holds fast to goodness 
has placed his hand in the hand of God. 
Into His hands we can safely and securely 
commend our spirits. 

Oakland Park, Fla. 


Mrs. G. W. S. 
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Meeting God at Every Corner 


out before us. Life! Prolonged life! This itself is 

full of meaning. Every new day that we arise to 
greet the dawn, every newborn year that is added to the 
swiftly mounting aggregate, is a fresh token from heaven 
—a guarantee, signed, sealed, and delivered to us by a 
beneficent heavenly Father, bearing mute but unmis- 
takable assurance of our ability to use wisely that addi- 
tional allotment of time. As we recognize each new 
portion of time as a guarantee of our ability, shall we not 
also hail it as a challenge to demonstrate that ability? 
Such is the purpose for which is granted this new year 
which stretches out before us as a lengthy and untried 
road. 

It is a great consolation to realize that God still cares 
for His own. We are fully convinced that God spoke to 
Samuel and to Moses and to Abraham and to others in 
Biblical times, and that He guided these men by unseen 
but infallible goodness. While that was in the old days, 
we have no reason to doubt that the God who lived in the 
days of the patriarchs and prophets is just the same to- 
day. It is possible for us to stand today at the gate of a 
new year with the full assurance that for the strange 
way before us, we have a personal Providence guiding us. 
His angel encamps about us if it is our desire to live our 
life in complete harmony with His, and all things will 
work together for our good if we truly love Him. 

Discoveries cf the vastness of our universe and the preci- 
sion with which what we call nature’s laws co-ordinating 
to keep the celestial bodies operating in an orderly way, 
only reinforce our belief in a Supreme Being and His 
concern about His creation and the creatures of His cre- 
ation. God is neither too busy nor too remote to be con- 
cerned about the personal life of His creatures who some 
day shall merit a place in some corner of His celestial 
abode. 

We have the best of reasons to believe that God can be 
found behind the shadows, keeping watch over His flock 
by day and by night. The Shepherd of Israel “neither 
slumbers nor sleeps.” Therefore with such a vivid sense 
of the personal presence of God we can say confidently, 
“T do not know what my future holds, but I know who 
holds my future.” Such an assurance of divine Providence 
is underscored in a modern translation of Psalms 59: 10: 
“My God in his loving-kindness will meet me at every 
corner.” This seems to be too good to be true. What is the 
ground of the Psa'mist’s assurance that God is interested 
in his life and offers unfailing guidance? Let us look 
more closely at some of the lessons which this conviction 
implies. 

The Psalmist is confessing a personal need for divine 
guidance. If he is representative of all men, we may 
believe that all men have similar needs, recognized or not. 
Guidance is necessary because of man’s nature and the 
limit of his ability to manage himself. The once popular 
notion of automatic progress which inexorably bears 
man’s life upward like an escalator was not born in the 
Psalmist’s conception. He would not have argued with 
the man of the world who said, “the world’s train of prog- 
ress js not late. there has been a wreck.” 


B Y THE MERCY of God the road of life still stretches 


King David’s discourse in Psalms 49, of the man pur- 
ported to be in honor from a worldly standpoint, shows 
that he cherished no flattering opinion of man’s ability 
to create his own destiny or direct himself during his 
short journey through life. The man who attempts to leave 
God out of the picture is of no more account to the 
Almighty than the beasts of ‘the field. “Nevertheless man 
being in honor abideth not; he is like the beasts that 
perish. .. Be not thou afraid when one is made rich, when 
the glory of his house is increased; for when he dieth he 
shall carry nothing away; his glory shall not descend 
after him. Though while he lived he blessed ‘his soul: and 
men will praise thee, when thou doest well to thyself. He 
shall go to the generation of his fathers; they shall never 
see light. Man that is in honor, and understandeth not, 
is like the beasts that perish” (vs. 12, 16—20). Such an 
ending could properly be termed a “wreck.” 

The Psalmist again reveals his understanding of the 
need for God at man’s corner in Ps. 39: 5: “verily every 
man at his best estate is altogether vanity.” And the 
other Scriptural authors shared the Psalmist’s viewpoint. 
King Solomon, David’s son, wrote: “There is a way that 
seemech right unto a man, but the end thereof are the 
ways of death” (Prov. 16: 25). Man needs divine guid- 
ance, and without it he will sink into eternal oblivion. And 
again the prophet Jeremiah is in perfect agreement: “O 
Lord, I know that the way of man is not in himself: it 
is not in man that walketh to direct his steps” (10: 23). 

Man cannot direct his own steps. He has never been 
able to direct himself and never will as long as he is in his 
mortal flesh. His tendencies are all downward. Moses 
commanded: “Ye shall not do after all the things that 
we do here this day, every man whatsoever is right in his 
own eyes,” but “what thing soever I command you, 
observe to do it: thou shalt not add thereto, nor diminish 
from it” (Deut. 12: 8, 32). In the early hours of the day 
of salvation the Lord revealed some facts about man that 
agree perfectly with what we have just said: “And God 
saw that the wickedness of man was great in the earth, 
and that every imagination of the thoughts of his heart 
was only evil continually” (Gen. 6:5). At whatever 
corner God meets man, or in whatever period of the 
world’s history He meets him, his directions are always 
the same, downward. 


Need for Divine Guidance 


These admissions reveal that there are obvious gaps 
in man’s experience and knowledge. There are places 
where he has not been and things ‘which he has not seen. 
There are facts beyond his ken. Modern man may know 
a great deal about nature’s laws; he knows very little 
about how to control the inner workings of his own mind. 
The world without has yielded its secrets one by one, but 
the world within remains an unsolved area. The interior 
life continues to plague us because that from within the 
heart, man speaks and acts. Due to the lag in man’s moral 
development. he stands sorely in need of divine guidance. 

The story is told of a highway tragedy which occurred 
in our home State and took the lives of a newly married 
voung couple. They were driving at a fast clip through 
the night to visit their parents. Their car left the road 
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and overturned, killing both. The highway patrol investi- 
gating the accident reported that no mechanical defect 
had been the cause, but that skid marks showed that the 
young man was “overdriving his lights.” At high speed 
he came upon an abrupt curve and lost control of his car. 
Yes, “overdriving his lights” is the cause for man’s dark 
dilemma in his world today. “He flies faster than the 
speed of sound, but he has lost his sense of direction. He 
ean make his voice heard around the world, but he has 
nothing the world needs to hear. He lives longer, but he 
is not sure about the purpose or meaning of life.” 

“A cartoonist aptly portrays the predicament of mod- 
ern man, who in his cleverness has conquered the outer 
reaches of space and unlocked the mystery of the atom. 
Two apes are looking at the ruins of a great city, now a 
mass of rubble and debris. Evidently some powerful 
bomb has levelled the skyscrapers and smaller buildings. 
There are no signs of life; there seem to be no survivors. 
The caption beneath the cartoon has one ape saying to 
another, ‘You know, they say these people were remark- 
ably clever.’ ” 

“Because of subtle defects in his vision and character, 
man needs divine guidance. With life loose from its moor- 
ings in God, man’s vantage point is off center; his lens 
is out of focus. His compass is hopelessly magnetized 
toward himself. As a result, his calculations involve a 
basic error in his present position and the compass needle 
does not afford a true reading of one direction. Man’s 
compass has become hopelessly magnetized toward him- 
self.” What a true indictment! And here we have an 
example of the accuracy of divine prophecy. That very 
condition is foretold for the last days: “This know also, 
that in the last days perilous times shall come. For men 
shall be lovers of their own selves, covetous, boasters, 
proud, . . having a form of godliness, but denying the 
power thereof” (II Tim. 3:1, 2, 5). Man is circumscribed, 
himself being the focal point of his small sphere of exist- 
ence. 

Men have become much like Simon the sorcerer in the 
days when Philip the evangelist was preaching, they think 
themselves to be “some great one.” The patriarch Job 
pictures the self-centered man as saying to God: “Depart 
from us, for we desire not the knowledge of thy ways. 
What is the Almighty, that we should serve him?” (Job 
21: 14, 15). 

Let those take the lesson to heart who especially need 
it; let them humb'e themselves to receive it. Do not evade 
the issue and say, “That fits the world who know not God, 
or it is good for Brother So-and-So or Sister So-and-So.” 
The human heart is so deceitful that it has a way of cloak- 
ing its grossest sins by pretenses of righteousness. It may 
be sorcery and witchcraft like Simon; it may be honors 
of the kingdom like the sons of Zebedee; it may be 
preaching sermons, making speeches, writing books. It 
may be anything you like, down to your children’s pos- 
sessions and performances, or your own earthly posses- 
sions; but we all, to begin with, give ourselves out to be 
some great one. Simon the sorcerer was but an exagger- 
ated specimen of every popularity hunter among us. 

Truly man has lost his way, and he needs a wisdom 
greater and wiser than his own to intervene. According 
to the Psalmist that is what God does. He meets man at 
every corner. 

Life’s Meaning 


In passing let us note that the two factors which make 


guidance necessary are present here to make it possible. 
Guidance is possible because of the nature of man and the 
nature of man’s existence. Man is fallible and ignorant, 
but he has the capacity to correct his failures and learn. 
Though he may need to be spoon-fed with ‘truth, he has 
the capacity for such rich nurture. Man needs guidance 
because he is a man, but he may have it for that selfsame 
reason. 

Moreover, the nature of man’s existence also makes 
divine guidance possible. This is a meaningful world 
backed by a purposeful plan. As Browning says, “The 
world is not an orphanage, nor is the universe a machine.” 
There is a God behind it. There is a saving purpose which 
as God’s will is operative in human history and affords 
purpose to man’s being and living. Since there is a goal 
and a prize to be grasped, we must expect a gracious 
Providence to offer His guidance to men. “In an ordered 
world there is meaning to every event, nothing walks 
with aimless feet.” 

But though this is an important part of the truth; not 
to be overlooked, the Psalmist found his hope on a higher 
level. “My God,” he exults, “in his loving-kindness will 
meet me at every corner.” His assurance of the wisdom 
and sufficiency of divine Providence is to be found in the 
nature and character of God. Since God is related by char- 
acter and covenant to Israel, and since He has a gracious 
purpose for His people, the Psalmist must believe in a 
personal Providence, adequate for every need. 

Our presence here in our mortal life is not accidental. 
We were placed here for a purpose. The earth and every- 
thing upon it exists as a part of a master plan to develop 
subjects fitted for eternal salvation. “As truly as I live,” 
said the Lord, “all the earth shall be filled with my glory.” 
Life is an opportunity which comes to us but once. We can 
either use it or squander it. God leaves us free moral 
agents to choose our own course of action. We can serve 
Him and fit ourselves for the life to come, or we can 
do as we please, invest our all in the world of today, and 
lose the world of tomorrow. 

Life should be a journey, not merely from the cradle 
to the grave, but from the old creature to the new, from 
a man of the world all absorbed with mundane trifles, to 
4 truly active Christian who learns to value the seeking 
of God’s kingdom and His righteousness above all else. 


“Be strong! We are not here to play, to dream to drift, 
We have hard work to do, and loads to lift. 
Shun not the struggle, face it, ’tis God’s gift, 

Be strong. 


Say not, the days are evil—who’s to blame? 

And fold the hands and acquiesce—O shame! 

Stand up, speak out, and bravely, in God’s name, 
Be strong. 


It matters not how deep entrenched the wrong, 

How hard the battle goes, the day, how long; 

Faint not, fight on! Tomorrow comes the song, 
Be strong!” 


Here life’s meaning is sharply outlined. If we follow 
this practical way of living, we can be assured that God 
will meet us with a blessing at each corner as we traverse 
the difficult road to life. 


Help in Life’s Dark Places 
The Psalmist surely implies also that guidance is neces- 
sary because of the perplexing nature of man’s existence. 
Sooner or later there will be blind corners around which 
man cannot see. His daily path will be rudely interrupted 
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by unexpected turns. At the corner of each new year, he 
is conscious that an untried path lies ahead. Yesterday’s 
light has waned and new light is needed. Last year’s 
energies have been depleted and must be renewed. Vexing 
frustrations and sharp corners recur with distressing 
regularity. 

“There is that sense in which not merely a new year, 
but every day, reappears. It faces us with a petty round 
of routine events. The ordinary affairs of drab daily life 
chafe and rub. Our response reflects our attitudes and our 
habits, and thus shapes our lives. But even in familiar 
paths there may be blind corners around which we cannot 
see. We must pause at the edge of each day, as at each new 
year, to acknowledge that man’s life is a precarious exist- 
ence, that at every corner we need God’s loving presence 
and wise guidance.” 

Furthermore, it is because there are tragic corners 
in man’s experience that the Psalmist expresses his need 
for personal guidance. How often we wish that we might 
see ahead around the bend in life’s way, beyond the limit- 
ing horizon of our earthbound view. We can only guess 
what lies in our path. The strange and sudden turns which 
unexpectedly appear cause us anxious moments of worry 
and care. Here is a man who stumbles from a life of health 
to one of sickness and pain. The path ahead looks dark 
and foreboding. There is a blind corner, perhaps hospi- 
talization and surgery. The hand of death reaches out and 
suddenly snatches from our embrace a lifetime friend 
and companion. At an advanced age, just when our need 
for someone to lean upon is greatest, we are left alone. A 
bosom friend, whose soul was knit to our soul like the 
sublime friendship between David and Jonathan, may 
choose to take a divergent path which we cannot follow, 
resulting in the loss of their friendship. 

It is at such corners that we need God’s assuring prom- 
ise: “] will never leave thee nor forsake thee”; and “there 
hath no temptation taken you but such as is common to 
man: but God is faithful, who will not suffer you to be 
tempted above that ye are able; but will with the temp- 
tation also make a way to escape, that ye may be able to 
bear it”? (Heb. 13:5; I Cor. 10: 13). It was in the face of 
a foreboding corner that the Psalmist, with unbounded 
faith in God, declared: “When my father and my mother 
forsake me, then the Lord will take me up. .. I have been 
young, and now am old; yet have I not seen the righteous 
forsaken” (Ps. 27:10; 37:25). When we cannot see to 
find our way or get our footing, let us not fail to believe 
that God will meet us at that corner. 

Does the long time of waiting for our Lord to return, 
and the seeming delay in the execution of God’s plan for 
the earth and mankind, seem like a blind corner in an 
exceedingly dark night? Do we so long to look beyond 
the shadows, to have God manifest Himself at this critical 
corner, that we feel that we can no longer hold on to our 
hope if He does not show His hand quickly? But should 
we not the rather reflect upon our readiness for such a 
meeting? A mecting with God is not a matter to be taken 
lightly. God is love, God is wisdom, God is merciful; our 
God is a sun and shield. But that is not all that He is. 
He a'so is an impartial Judge. He is a consuming fire. 
He is of too pure eyes to behold iniquity with any degree 
of tolerance. 

If we would meet God on genia! terms at the acutest 
corner mortals ever turned, we first must prepare to meet 
Him. “Prepare to meet thy God, O Israel,” cried Amos the 





herdsman prophet (4:12). Now is our only chance to 
prepare. A sharp warning is couched in the words 
record.d in Isa. 47:3 against attempting to meet God 
without due preparation: “Thy nakedness shall be uncov- 
ered, yea, thy shame shall be seen: I will take vengeance, 
and 1 wil not meet thee as a man.” At that final corner 
God will not meet us as a man. He is a God of “knowledge, 
and by him actions are weighed.” Man may overlook our 
shortcomings; he may be content to call evil good and 
darkness light, but God-—never! He will not meet us as 
a man. Evil will be evil; darkness, darkness; and only a 
life free from every defilement of the flesh will merit His 
full approval. 


Bright Corners 


We may be thankful there are bright corners which 
lead not to sadness ‘but to joy, not to death but to life. 
Here for example is a man who has lain for thirty-eight 
years at the pool of Bethesda. One day Jesus comes along 
and says: “Do you want to get well?” Here is a new cor- 
ner where God meets him. “Sir, I have no man when the 
pool is troubled, and while I am going, another gets there 
first.”’ 

What a picture of a host of people who during their 
temporal life suffer some crippling handicap. It may be 
a withered limb, or some complex which proves a deter- 
rent to success. All through life they are pushed aside. 
Those who are stronger, those who are quicker, those 
who are smarter, get there first. But thank God one’s 
misfortunes in this life need not hold him back from 
living a fully surrendered life. But to them all there can 
come these unexpected corners that lead straight into 
God’s presence, to “fulness of joy,” and “pleasures for 
evermore” at His right hand; to a life where human 
handicaps are mastered, and we shall receive “exceeding 
abundantly above all that we ask or think.” 

Blind Bartimaeus arrived at a bright corner that day 
when as Jesus and His disciples passed along the Jericho 
Road, he implored Jesus to restore his sight. How 
his heart must have thrilled as Jesus said to him, “Go thy 
way, thy faith hath made thee whole,” and immediately 
the full blaze of day burst upon his darkened vision and 
he was healed; he received his sight. 

What a bright corner it was for Zacchaeus, when as he 
was viewing Jesus from his elevated perch in the syca- 
more tree, Jesus said to him: “Zacchaeus, make haste, and 
come down; for today I must abide at thy house.” Being 
a despised tax-gatherer by profession he never dreamed 
that he would be able to entertain such a royal guest in 
his home. 

What a bright corner that was for those three women, 
Mary Magdalene, Mary the mother of James, and Salome, 
who went to the sepulchre at daybreak the first day of the 
week to anoint the body of Jesus, and found the tomb 
empty and heard the angels announce: “He is not here, 
he is risen.” Less than forty hours earlier they had 
reached the darkest corner of their lives as they saw their 
beloved Master expire on the cross, and witnessed Him 
laid in Joseph’s new tomb. They could not see around 
that corner. Everything ahead looked as black as night. 
Life could never be the same again. Then followed the 
glow of the brightest corner humanly possible. The 
change was so great that it fairly lifted them out of them- 
selves. Surely God met them at that corner. 

Continued on page 10 
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Our Tireless, Silent Missionary 


S WE MEET the approaching new year and glance 

back into the old, it gives satisfaction to every honest 
heart to be able to feel that, unpropelled by any hope of 
present gain or financial advancement, something has 
been accomplished for the furtherance of the gospel. 

Advertising, one of the most successful achievements 
of our modern times—ranging from the large magazine 
reaching miliions of homes, to the modest little country 
newspaper of a few hundred subscribers—has brought 
before the eyes of all the world things that until recently 
were unknown outside of certain localities. 

We know certainly by the light of divine Revelation 
that this world, so rapidly degenerating into shameless 
immorality, daily and hourly causing men’s hearts to 
fear and tremble by its financial, political and social 
upheavals, will never be brought into a state of peace by 
human instrumentality. We know also that before the 
time of the end, foretold by propheis and reiterated over 
1900 years ago by Jesus (Luke 21), that some will receive 
a loaf of bread and a bottle of water until the new store 
comes in. For this cause, over thirty periodicals of the 
English speaking world contain, in variety of wording, 
our “free bock” advertisement concerning the coming 
of the King and His herald. 

In this day of small things, after careful weighing and 
due consideration, any progress is encouraging. Com- 
paring the results of several vears, steady increase of 
returns is noticeable, from 2422 replies in 1956 to 3777 
in 1959. The first two months of 1960 show 1165 returns 
—a 27‘: increase over last year’s January and February 
report. 

Besides our own fifty States. Canada and Labrador, 
returns have come from the following countries of the 


English speaking race: England, Ireland, Scotland, Wales 
and India. From far away Australia, New Zealand and 
South America have come many replies. Africa, the 
British West Indies, Mexico, and Peru are also on the list. 

From the burning sands of the Tropic to the frozen 
snows of the Arctic may seem a far cry, but one day’s 
mail may be represented by such distant lands. 

Numbers of people after receiving our free book, send 
for the rest of the publications, with remarks of appre- 
ciation; others send saying that they feel something is 
about to transpire on the earth. 

Trusting God will smile on our efforts to proclaim the 
glad news of the Kingdom and the coming King and His 
forerunner, we start the new year. 

“Oh, spread the tidings round, 
Wherever man is found; 
Wherever human hearts 
And human woes abound; 
Let every Christian tongue 
Proclaim the joyful sound, 
‘Elijah, he will come.’ ” 





For Abib Ist—-A Home Service for You 


ORDER OF SERVICE 

Hymn: “Joy te the World.” 
Scripture Reading: Psalm 24 
Prayer 
Hymn: “Some Day,” No. 233, Megiddo Hymn Book 
Address: Jesus of Nazareth King of the Jews 
Hymn: “Press On,” No. 205, Megiddo Hymn Book 
Benediction: 

Additional features: readings, songs, recorded or instru- 
mental selections, may be added as time and cireum- 
stances allow. 









‘So teach us to number our 
days, that We may apply our hearts 


unto wisdom.” ----Psalm oo: 12. 


‘. ~ & 
Mh 1h WI iki. agra tee . - 








Time and Tide 


“Time and tide wait for no man,” runs an old adage, and 
how true! How many golden minutes have slipped from 
our fingers in the past year, without enriching our lives 
or those of others! 

Many a conqueror has risen to the highest pinnacle of 
achievement, beheld the armies of his opposers driven 
before him, witnessed the fall of his most sagacious 
adversary, trampled beneath his feet every vestige of 
opposition, and upon the ruins of his enemies builded a 
magnificent empire which he dreamed would endure for- 
ever, and then in the course of vears it has crumbled and 
vanished into total oblivion. 

“Tf thou lovest life, save time, for that is the stuff life 
is made of.” We see behind us the setting of the old year; 
we see before us the dawning of the new—let the old 
year with its trials and mistakes be forgotten in the hope- 
fulness of the new. 

“Tt is thus each year of life comes to us—for each day 
a clean white page; we are artists whose duty it is to put 
som*thing beautiful on the pages one by one; or we are 
historiens, and must give to the page some record of work 
or duty or victory to enshrine and carry along.” 
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A Boy's School Day Problems 


stepped from the school bus and started down the road to his 
home. 

He was an unusually well-developed and good-looking boy of 
thirteen, wide-awake and full of life. “What a day,” he thought. 
“What a day!” But he was happy with the way it turned out. It 
is real satisfaction to do what is right and it always pays. 

He hummed a few snatches of “I’m walking in the King’s High- 
way.” As he approached the bridge over the frog pond, he stepped 
very carefully, yet those watchful peepers heard his stealthy step 
and disappeared out of sight on all sides. Not a one to be seen any- 
where. 

He started to whistle as he leaned his elbows on the railing 
of the bridge, but his mind kept going back to the day’s events. 
It would seem the day, with such a bad start, wouldn’t amount to 
anything. A chain of events—first offense, the alarm clock being 
off its usual course due to the failure of electric current, and so 
the family arose an hour late. What a shock to hear the school- 
bus driver blow the horn, down at the corner, and he just barely 
out of bed—and with no breakfast. What a sinking feeling, 
knowing he had a mile-and-a-half walk to the village school. 
David arrived thirty minutes late. And then there was all the embar- 
rassment of reporting to the principal’s office. Some of the boys 
had been there many times but not he, for David’s conduct was 
usually that of a model student. His training and home life were 
such that he not only conducted himself in an orderly fashion but 
he would allow no one to entice him into mischief or misbehavior. 
The principal was rather gruff as he handed David the pass. 
The conduct of the giggling and irresponsible girl who was in his 
office ahead of David, had for the moment marred the principal’s 
pleasant manner. 

Well, it could have been worse. He arrived at his second period 
class just as the gong sounded, but there was more trouble ahead. 
He could not find the English assignment which he had so care- 
fully prepared, and this was the day for it. David knew from 
the failure of other students to turn in their book reports that he 
too would stand liable to receive a poor grade. And he was trying 
so hard to be an honor student. Where, oh where, had that paper 
disappeared! In his haste on leaving home this morning, had he 
forgotten it? It was supposed to be in his English book and he 
had the English book right in his hand this moment. Had he 
lost it out of the book? Where, oh where, could it be? As thoughts 
tumbled over in his mind, he was aroused by the voice of Miss 
Thompson requesting him to take an order for a jar of paste to 
the janitor, and she crisply gave the order to bring back the 
jar of paste and added—-“No loitering by the way.” 

David, in his usual obedient manner, receiving the last jar of 
paste in stock, hastened to the class room with it. He would show 
Miss Thompson how quickly he could obcy orders. But, alas, just 
as he came around the corner, he ran smack into big burly Harry 
Burgess and crash went the jar of paste on the tile floor. The 
jar had been so completely knocked from his hands that although 
it broke in a hundred pieces and left a trail of paste a few yards 
long, together with particles of the jar, David escaped most of the 
gooey mess. Harry Burgess was not so fortunate however. He 
went away muttering “wonder you wouldn’t look where you're 
going,” while he wiped some of the sticky offense off his shoes and 
clothes and disappeared down the corridor. 

David laughed at first—it looked so amusing to see the paste 
spread far and wide. It looked like frosting on the tile floor. 
Then he grew serious. It certainly was a major clean-up job and 
he had nothing to clean it up with. It was almost time for the second 
period bell to rine now and the students would be coming through 
the corridors. What should he do? He did not have time, even 
if he hurried, to reach the janitor’s office and it wouldn’t be 
right to leave for the students would walk right into it. Should 


1; WAS A warm, sunny, spring afternoon as David Allen quickly 






he try and find a broom or mop and start cleaning? “I wonder 
what Miss Thompson will think when I have not returned with 
the paste?” nervously reflected the boy. 

Suddenly he thought of the paper towels and wastebasket just 
around the corridor. He hurridly went for them and was clean- 
ing up the debris as the students came from the class rooms, down 
through the hall. 

“Well, well, what’s this?” shouted one of the boys, “looks like 
a new janitor.” 

From one of the girls—“Of all the awkward people—couldn’t 
even carry a jar of paste without spilling it all over.” 

Another boy broke into a coarse laugh—‘Ha, ha, ha, so this is 
where you are, cleaning floors—Miss Thompson’s got it in for 
you, she’s as mad as a hornet, because you haven’t brought her 
paste. You won’t be teacher’s favorite after this.” The remarks 
came thick and fast, but nobody offered to help him. 

David kept right on working, although the remarks hurt. He 
never gave an evil retort in return. 

One of the boys grabbed up the waste basket, saying, “Well, 
what have you to say for yourself?” 

David answered quietly, “Will you please give me the waste- 
basket so I can finish cleaning up?” With this the boy dumped 
the contents of the basket on the floor. 

David closed his mouth tight determined not to allow himself 
to speak an angry word. He knew these boys were only jealous of 
his good deportment and wanted to drag him down to their level. 

At this moment Mr. Fairbanks, the principal, appeared. The 
iwo boys started to run but the principal, who was very alert, 
vas too quick for them. He immediately called out their names 
\elling them to report to his office at once. 

Then addressing David, who immediately stood erect in obvious 
respect but with downcast face, the principal put his hand on 
David’s shoulder, “Son you have had an accident, I see. Don’t feel 
badly about that, no doubt it was something you just couldn’t avoid. 
It’s too bad you didn’t have some help to clean it up. Didn’t any of 
the boys offer to help you?” 

“No sir,’ was David’s solemn reply. 

“That’s a shame” he said sternly, “Well, next assembly period 
the school is going to hear something about co-operation and help- 
fulness, and they are going to have a lecture on heckling. This 
sort of thing must be stopped. I happened to be in the room just 
around the corner and heard what was going on,” the principal 
said indignantly. “But what I’d like to know, David, is, how in 
the world you have such patience and self-control? I couldn’t 
ake all that myself without telling those students a few things.” 

David spoke solemnly, “I did have a hard struggle, but my 
yarents have always taught me never to return evil for evil. 
My mother and father are good Christians. Mother often reminds 
me of a motto hanging in our dining room. ‘Do nothing you would 
not like to be doing when Jesus comes. Go to no place you would 
not like to be found when Jesus comes. Say nothing that you 
would not like to be saying when Jesus comes.’ ” 

“What a fine bringing up you are getting, son, value it. 
That is the kind of men the world needs. Come with me, I’ll tell 
the janitor to clean this up. You needn’t worry about any bad 
marks, I will take cave of that with your tcazhers and if you 
have any trouble anytime, David, come to me. Which class room 
are you due in now? I’ll speak to the teacher.” 

And the day finished in a much-as-usual manner. 


“Plop!” the big frog that had been sunning itself jumped 
into the pond, and broke the reverie of the boy, who leaped 
to his feet as he heard the 4: 30 train whistle, realizing he must 
hurry home. He was so glad that at the close of day there 
were no regrets or bad reports to bring sorrow to his father 
and mother but in place of it—satisfaction from well-doing. 
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Jesus of Vlazareth 


Not for nothing, those words above a cross. 


HERE WAS misery and to spare in the great days of 

Augustus Cesar. In spite of all that has been said and 
written of the glories of Imperial Rome, it was not a 
good world in which to live, and very little good living 
was done. It is true that there was a semblance of peace 
and order, but it was the Pax Romana, which “made a 
desert and called it a peace.” The vulgar fraud of Roman 
civilization, founded upon violence, armed conquest, pil- 
lage and human slavery, had been forcibly established 
in Asia Minor, North Africa, and most of Europe; but 
with greatness came moral decay. The sturdy virtues of 
the early Republic had disappeared in a putrid welter of 
immorality, political corruption, and universal pauper- 
ism. A symptom of the world’s desperate sickness was 
the growing popularity of the gladiatorial shows, which 
year by year became more elaborate, more extensive, 
more brutal and bloody. The provinces were bled ruth- 
lessly for the profit of a few millionaire landlords and 
imperial favorites, for the adornment of a capital which 
produced nothing and consumed all. 

Behind the iron curtain of military might there was 
discontent and rebellion, ineffectual but real and stub- 
born. Nowhere was the spirit of revolt more chronic than 
in Judea, that little land which has made history out of 
all proportion to its size. Lacking even the protection of 
Roman law and justice, it was ruled in Oriental absolut- 
ism by Herod the Great, a native prince who maintained 
his throne by collaborating with the conquerors. Human 
rights did not exist; human life was cheap in the hands 
of a tyrant who cloaked the most monstrous cruelty with 
lip-service to the religion of the prophets, who murdered, 
tortured, and robbed at will even as he restored the Tem- 
ple of Yahweh in magnificent fashion. 

[t is small wonder that a proud and patriotic people 
like the Jews constantly dreamed of deliverance. While 
their tradition of freedom was not impressive, nor had 
they ever demonstrated their ability to make use of lib- 
erty, there was in them a fierce nationalism which made 
their slavery intolerable, and also made them a perennial 
problem to their masters. From the days when they de- 
manded of Samuel a king so as to be like the nations 
around them, their desire to be big in the eyes of the 
world led them to forget that their real superiority and 
advantage lay in the realms of the spirit rather than of 
the flesh—their custody of the Law and the Prophets. 

Through the centuries the cord which bound the Jew- 
ish people in their incredible unity, even when their for- 
tunes were at the lowest ebb, was the hope of the Mes- 
siah. Revealed through the prophets of Israel, this hope 
of a Divinely sent deliverer and king had comforted them 
in captivity and supported them in persecution. What 
they overlooked, or forgot, or did not like to believe, was 
that this Messiah was to enter the world as all men, to 
prove Himself and develop His character and work out 
His own salvation, His kingly power being reserved for 
His second advent at a time far distant, and that the 
blessings of His reign were not for the Jews alone but 
for al] mankind. 


King of the Jews 


Misunderstood and perverted, this hope had fallen into 
disrepute with many who had grown impatient and be- 
come advocates of direct action. Self-styled Messiahs had 
arisen from time to time and taken up arms for libera- 
tion, but the inevitable result was a quick collapse of the 
rebellion, and then the wayside crosses with their hun- 
dreds or thousands of nailed and drooping victims. 

Still there were those who hoped, even with a dis- 
torted and discolored hope. The priests and scribes, at 
least, must have known of the “seven weeks, threescore 
and two weeks,” or 483 years, which, according to Daniel, 
began with the return from Babylon and should end with 
“Messiah the Prince,” and that this time was at hand. 
This knowledge may have accounted for much of the fer- 
ment in Palestine at that time; for to a people in hope- 
less, galling bondage, the time was ripe for a deliverer, 
a king, who should ‘forcibly break the power of Rome and 
restore the throne of David in multiplied glory. 

True, they had the prephets to the contrary—but so 
does the world of today have the Bible. Understanding 
it and accepting it is something else. In all ages the proph- 
ets of smooth deceits have been preferred by the masses. 
There may have been those who hoped according to the 
promises, but they were few and obscure. 

Came a spring night when a few humble, honest- 
hearted men saw and heard that which was not believed 
in their own day, but which ‘has grown in wonder and 
beauty with the passage of the centuries, and which will 
be told and retold so long as the sun and moon endure. 

The setting was simple, almost to the point of rude- 
ness. A band of shepherds guarded their flocks on a lonely 
Judean hillside. It was the eve of the New Year, the 
month of Abib, the month in which their forefathers 
came out of Egypt by night. Naturally, they would desire 
to keep the feast with their kindred, but the sheep must 
be tended. Soon the searing heat of summer would turn 
these lush green hills to brown, and the good pasturage 
must be used while it lasted. 

Even this peaceful scene was shadowed by the intrud- 
ing power of Rome, for they had registered already at 
3ethlehem in the hated tax census. Not for them the 
feast—not tonight. Theirs was the long, familiar vigil 
around the watchfire. Small wonder, though, that as 
their minds turned backward to the tense drama of that 
long-past night of the Passover and the Exodus, the hope 
would rise to their lips that at this season, in spite of 
long waiting and sore disappointments, the Messiah 
might come. 

And as they watched, or slept, or talked, or brooded in 
silence, suddenly there was a great light shining round 
about them. While they stood wondering, trembling, a 
mighty angel, glowing like ‘the sun, stood above them and 
spoke to them the deathless words: 

“Fear not: for, behold, I bring you good tidings of great 
icy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born 
this day in the city of David a Saviour, which is Christ 
the Lord. And this shall be a sign unto you; Ye shall find 
the babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. 
And sudienly there was with the angel a multitude of the 
heavenly host praising God, and saying, Glory to God in 
the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.” 
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To obscure men, nameless citizens of a remote village 
in a tiny province of an Empire which itself occupied 
but an insignificant fraction of the planet, was granted 
on that night such a demonstration as had not been seen 
by mortal eyes since the foundations of the earth were 
laid, when “the morning stars sang together and the sons 
of God shouted for joy.” No one else, not a living soul, 
saw or heard the heavenly visitants, and it is not on 
record that any one believed the shepherds’ story, except 
the little family in the stable at Bethlehem. 

It is but natural to ask why so momentous an event 
should have been so magnificently announced to so few. 
We do not know—we do not need to know—but we be- 
lieve. The shepherds, too, may have wondered, yet it is 
not recorded that they questioned or hesitated. They were 
not commanded to go to Bethlehem—only invited; but in 
the simplicity of their faith they went in haste. Let us be 
as instant in our faith and obedience. 

We may easily see, however, that the Father’s way was 
the best and wisest way. His Son was born into the world 
not to bear rule over others but to rule Himself, to work 
out His own salvation, no less a probationer than the 
humblest of His disciples. We read of His rejection by 
His own nation, and think it bitterly unjust; yet any- 
thing He was called upon to suffer He willingly endured. 
Had the birth of the royal Heir been announced by the 
angel choir to the Sanhedrists and high priests, and had 
they accepted Him with open arms, His career would 
have been much shorter than it was. He would have been 
marked from His birth as a revolutionary, a symbol of 
rebellion, a rival to Herod and a menace to Cesar. As 
such, He would have died very young. In fact, that is what 
almost happened, as related by St. Matthew. His first con- 
tact with earthly greatness was a brush with death. 
Earthly glory was not for Him—not yet. 

Obscurity was best, both for His personal safety and 
for the flowering of His character as the Perfect Ex- 
ample. It was more in keeping with His earthly role as 
the Good Shepherd that His first attendants should be 
humble men of the soil and the sheepfolds. When He 
comes again as Ruler, the kings and high ones of earth 
will have their turn. They will be notified, but in a dif- 
ferent tone. To them it will be an ultimatum, an order 
to vacate. ‘Fear God and give glory to him, for the hour 
of his judgment is come.” They will reject it, even as 
they rejected Him at His first appearing, but to their 
own destruction. 

The elders of Israel, for that matter, did have their 
great opportunity, when those mysterious Wise Men (of 
whom we should like to know more) came to Jerusalem 
inquiring, “Where is he that is born king of the Jews?” 
They consulted the holy Books at the king’s command and 
gave the answer, but without belief; and they were not 
interested enough to follow up the strange episode— 
not as much as was King Herod for his wicked purposes. 
Such men were not worthy of the attention of even a 
single angel, to say nothing of the heavenly host. 

Thirty years of obscurity, thirty years of intensive 
preparation and discipline, and the Messiah was ready 
for His public appearance as Prophet and Priest. Noth- 
ing could move Him now, so thorough and so successful 
had been His training. Popularity could no more turn 
His head than rejection could cast Him down. He knew 
the ground whereon He stood, and He knew whereof He 
spoke. For three crowded years He went about doing 
good—healing the sick, cleansing the lepers, raising the 





dead, feeding the hungry, preaching the gospel to the 
poor. Avoiding politics, refusing worldly honors, He fled 
more than once from forcible coronation by the worship- 
ing multitudes who could not and would not realize that 
this was the time for repentance, not for restoration. 
Yet to His disciples He constantly affirmed His future 
kingship, and when He faced the Roman Procurator, with 
His life hanging upon His answer to the question, “Art 
thou a king?” He reaffirmed His claim with the quiet 
dignity of true royalty. 

And where now were His popular supporters—the 
adoring thousands who a month ago would have placed a 
crown upon His head, who a week ago had shouted and 
strewed palm branches in His path as He entered the 
city? There were many of those of His own nation who 
had consistently opposed Him, rejected Him, persecuted 
Him. Shortly afterward the mob was howling for His 
blood. “Crucify him! We have no king but Cesar!” 

So they crowned Him with thorns, and mocked Him 
and scourged Him. And at high noon of that dreadful 
day they crucified Him. 

Israel had crowned all its former backslidings and 
rebellions with this one vile deed. The Messiah for whom 
they had prayed and hoped, the long-expected Redeemer 
and King, had come. His blameless life had revealed in 
the flesh the will of the Father. But then, as now, they 
could not bear contact with perfection. Then, as now, 
they felt the rebuke of His perfect purity, and for His 
very goodness they hated Him. And with hate-contorted 
faces they flung away the opportunity of the ages. They 
would have no king but Cesar. No king—but one like 
unto themseves, This they could understand. 

Yet above a cross, stark against the April sky, hung 
the inscription in three languages: 


JESUS OF NAZARETH KING OF THE JEWS 


Pilate’s written title was not only a badge of glory to 
the crucified Man and to the Church He founded, but an 
eternal truth. It was true that among the Jews with 
whom the Procurator had dealt, this upright, fearless 
young teacher was a king. But in a deeper sense, He is 
eternally the King of the Jews, of the true Israel of God 
—‘‘those worthy of the name.” And of no other, for “sal- 
vation is of the Jews.” “He is not a Jew which is one 
outwardly,” wrote one who had renounced his citizenship 
as a naturel Israelite to become a member of the higher, 
spiritual brotherhood, “‘neither is that circumcision which 
is outward in the flesh: but he is a Jew which is one in- 
warcaly;: and circumcision is of the heart” (Rom. 2: 28, 
29). 

In this nation of spiritual Israel, this “holy nation” 
(I Peter 2:9), there are no distinctions, no boundaries 
of race or color or caste; there is neither Jew nor Gen- 
tile, bond nor free, rich nor poor, male nor female. The 
one requirement for naturalization is spiritual circum- 
cision, the complete crucifixion of the lower nature. These 
are the Israelites to whom pertaineth the promises, and 
the adoption, and the covenants. These are the friends, 
the brethren, the co-rulers of the risen and victorious 
Christ, and with Him they shall reign over the other 
family of the whole house of Israel—the subjects of the 
Kingdom of God—for ever and ever. “And so all Israel 
shall be saved.” 


“All hail the power of Jesus’ name, 
Let angels prostrate fall! 

Bring forth the royal diadem 
And crown Him Lord of all!” 
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Editorial 
HE RAPIDITY with which the events of nations, 
communities, and those of our individual lives are 
transpiring, renders the task of keeping track of these 
events and the passage of time almost an impossible one. 
Each succeeding year goes swifter than its predecessor 
and appears to bring with it a greater weight of care and 
responsibilities, which will, if not guarded against, carry 
us into the whirlpool of the world’s restlessness. But the 
New Year dawns, and standing between the old year and 
the new it would be a favorab!e op- 
Retrospection portunity to check up, to take a 
retrospective view of the twelve 
months of the closing year and confront ourselves with 
solemn and vital questions—Have I made spiritual onward 
progress? Have I spent more time reading and meditating 
on God’s Word than on the daily papers? Have I done 
unto others as I would be done by? Have I always been 
kind, true and helpful to those with whom I have come in 
contact? Have I done all that could be done as far as 
privileges and circumstances would allow me? In fact, 
have I walked worthy of the vocation to which I have 
been called, seeking to sink self and exalt the Truth of 
the Living God? Have I been a murmurer and a com- 
plainer, or have I taken joyfully whatever has come my 
way ? These and many other questions we could profitably 
ask ourselves and, answering them in godly fear, step 
into the new year with gratitude and joy in our hearts to 
embrace its opportunities and make it the best year of 
our lives. 

As we behold the condition of the nations and read of 
perplexity and fear filling the hearts of both wise men 
and rulers, we know that the time of which the multitude 
of the heavenly host sang so many hundred years ago 
on the day which we commemorate is nearing fulfill- 
ment—when He of whom the angels sang will “come 
again” to establish peace on earth and good will toward 
men, Let us read and meditate more during the coming 
year and, like Mary who took time to sit at Jesus’ feet 
listening to His Words, make choice of that good part 
which shal] not be taken away from us. 





MEETING GOD AT EVERY CORNER 
(Continued from page 5) 

Abraham must have undergone a similar experience 
when commanded to offer up his son, Isaac, on Mt. Moriah. 
How could any corner seem blacker or filled with more 
hopelessness and despair? Isaac, the son of his old age; 
Isaac, a son of promise. It was to be through Isaac that a 
great nation should spring from him. And now here he 
was commanded to offer him up as a sacrifice! How 
rapidly his mind must have reviewed the pertinent facts 
again and again. Why had God required this of him? How 
could God’s promise to him be fulfilled with Isaae cold 
in death? Then his faith leaped to the rescue, and the 
thought came to him that He who gave life in the first 
place could restore it again. 

Early the following morning he started on his journey 
toward the place where the Lord had commanded him to go. 
On and on, he and his son Isaac trudged, carrying the 


wood, the fire and the knife. As they neared the spot 
where they were commanded to go, Isaac plaintively 
asked: “Father, . . Behold the fire and the wood: but 
where is the lamb for a burnt offering?” Certainly that 
question from a loving son must have deepened the black- 
ness surrounding that dark corner. 

At last they arrived at the spot where they were to meet 
God. Isaac was informed that he was to be the subject 
of the sacrifice. He willingly submitted, was bound, 
laid upon the wood on the rough stone altar, and just 
as Abraham raised his hand to kill his son, in obedience to 
the Lord’s command, how that dark corner was flooded 
with light! God met him at that corner. The angel stayed 
his hand with the words: “Abraham, Abraham: . . Lay 
not thine hand upon the lad, neither do thou anything 
unto him: for now I know that thou fearest God, seeing 
thou hast not withheld thy son, thine only son from me.” 

And some day we who have faithfully worked and 
waited, who have given our best, our very best, to serve 
our Lord’s interests during His absence, shall arrive at 
the brightest corner possible for a human being to arrive 
at. “Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in 
the morning.” The King will say: “Inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have 
done it unto me.” “Enter thou into the joys of thy Lord.” 


We Could Miss the Important Corner 


However there is a grave possibility of our coming to 
a corner in our lives that could lead to this future bright- 
ness without sensing it, and by refusing to be “workers 
together with God” fail to receive the great blessings 
that could have been ours. It was so with the rich man in 
Jesus’ parable of the rich man and Lazarus. He refused 
to eat the crumbs of practical Christian living, allowing 
them to fall from the table, hence lost the blessing. It was 
so With the rich fool who would tear down his barns and 
build greater, thinking he had much goods laid up for 
many years, unaware that that very night his soul would 
be required of him. It was so with the rich young ruler 
who when told by Jesus to se}l all that he had and use it 
in God’s service, went away sorrowful. “God came to their 
corner, but, dull and unseeing, unhearing and uncom- 
mitted, they missed the turn which could have led them 
into life.” 

The unfaithful servants, who shall see Abraham, Isaac 
and Jacob in the kingdom, and they themselves shut out, 
-hall for the first time in their lives, be fully aware of 
the magnitude of their fatal mistake. What could have 
been a corner bright and glorious in the extreme, will be 
-o dark and terrifying that their reaction will be, weeping 
and genashing of teeth. And again this same class of indi- 
viduals will say, quoting from an Old Testament source, 
“How have I hated instruction, and my heart despised 
reproof; and have not obeyed the voice of my teachers, 
nor inclined mine ear to them that instructed me!” (Prov. 
§:12, 13). 

And, this sad ending could likewise be ours. To assure 
it, we need only to do nothing. Inactivity, inattention, the 
taking our hope of future life for granted—as surely as 
the baser sins, stubbornness, rebellion and sensuality— 
are the factors that will assure us defeat when we stand 
before the Judge of all the earth. 


True friendship is the knot the angel has tied. 








I saw on the hills of the morning, 
The form of the New Year arise; 

He stood like a statue adorning 
The world, with a background of skies. 

There were courage and grace in his beautiful face, 
And hopz in his gloricus eyes. 


“I come from Time’s boundless forever,” 
He said, with a voice like a song. 

“I come as a friend to endeavor, 
I come as a foe to all wrong. 

To the sad and afraid I bring promise of aid, 
And the weak I will gird and make strong. 


“T bring you more blessings than terrors, 
I bring you more sunlight than gloom, 
] tear out your page of old errors, 


And hide them away in Time’s tomb. ; 





_.. Resolutions . .. 
Te autical, 


To live with all my might 
while I do live. 


Resolved: 
Never to waste a single moment of time 
but to improve it 
in the most profitable way I possibly can. 
Resolved: 
Never to do anything which I should despise 
or think meanly of in another. 
Resolved: 
Never to do anything out of revenge. 
Resolved: 
Never to do anything 
which I should be afraid to do 
were it the last hour 
of my life. 


--Jonathan Edwards 














